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move on back two squares 


Author's Notes: 
ITIO. i wrote this back in january or something and i cant remember why i didnt post it. whoops. 


Steve needed fresh air. Even if everyone else's smoke clouded it. Any length of time out of the studio, with 
the warm sun on him negating the October chill, would give him the energy he needed to finish the day. 


Sometimes he considered himself silly for his dependence on the world outside, but he knew what he needed. 


And he knew what he didn't need. He didn't need a smoke break right then. But when the whole band filed out in 
the early afternoon, Steve couldn't say no to slipping his way right alongside Bill, down the hall, out the door, 
and into the back parking lot. While Jon and Chris puttered about near somebody's car and Tony wandered a 


ways away, he managed, as planned, to secure a spot beside Bill, standing against the wall. Even sillier. 


He watched Bill pull a cigarette from the pack in his back pocket and light it between his lips. "Nothing for you, 
huh?" Bill asked, glancing his way. 


Steve shook his head. "Not right now. | didn't bring any, anyway." 


A high little voice intruded with, "Oh, bother." Steve looked away from Bill to find Jon, halted on his way to 
approaching him, it seemed, with his hands squeezed into fists at his sides. He scuffed the ground with the tip 
of his shoe. 


"What's the matter?" Steve asked. 


"l'm all out, | just realized, of cigarettes, it's dreadful brainless of me, it is," Jon pouted. "| wanted to see 
maybe if you had a spare, but if you've got nothing, then drat all my luck" He stood resigned, his wide, dark 


eyes fixed on the cement below. 


Jon never pleaded. He didn't beg for things. But whatever enchantment Jon Anderson had cloaked around his 
being chose the oddest moments to amplify itself and bring him what he needed. In the same instant, Steve let 
out the start of a consoling hum, Bill fumbled around for his pack of cigarettes again, and Chris, victorious by 
way of volume, said, "Come here, I've got one." And Jon pricked up, bright like a struck match, and bounded 


over to him. 


Steve shrugged it off with a quick grin, but he heard Bill's quiet "hmph" beside him. Curious, he glanced back 
and forth between Bill, who frowned, shoving the cigarettes back into his pocket, and then Jon and Chris, 


speaking in murmurs to one another. Between whips of the breeze, Steve heard them. 


"You're going to owe me later," Chris said, taking it upon himself to place one of his cigarettes between Jon's 


lips. 


Jon, in return, seemed only to puff those lips around the cigarette to hold it in place. His eyes grew wider, 
even brighter, while Chris leaned down towards him. "However will | owe you?" he asked. 


"He can do it himself," Bill grumbled, loud enough for Chris to send a sidelong glare his way, but not loud 
enough for him to acknowledge it otherwise. 


Steve returned his gaze to the other two, where he found Chris slipping a hand around Jon's jaw, his fingers 
disappearing under his hair. "You know," he said. The burning tip of his cigarette touched the end of Jor's, and 
for a second that slowed with the motion of his eyelashes, Jon closed his eyes and lifted his hand to hold 


Chris’ in place. 


They stayed that way long after Jon's cigarette started to burn. Steve looked away in time to watch Bil 
mouth the words, "Ruddy Fish." 


When he'd first joined the band, Steve had spent a lot of time observing, just to get a feel down and learn. He 
observed nowhere near as much as Chris always seemed to, granted, but enough that it earned him a 
reputation amongst the four others as introverted. But introverted or no, he knew they thought him sweet, 


and he liked them just as much, more or less. Steve didn't mind his reputation. 


Steve didn't mind much of anything, really. Maybe Tony every so often, but for one reason or another, Steve 
figured that wouldn't matter much longer. Otherwise, though, he liked his bandmates. Jon took a while to get 
used to, but he made sure to verbalize his ideas and his pleasures at every chance. Chris, when he got around 
to showing up, proved almost infectiously calm. And they delighted so much in each other Steve couldn't help 
his happiness for them! Open secret or not, that kind of relationship actually happening before Steve's eyes 
affirmed to him that he could maybe-maybe-have something like it of his own someday. 


And he watched Bill. A lot. He fixed on him, he noticed, after some time. Snarky Bill made himself known, if in 


the least pleasant way possible. One comment after another. 

"Jon, if you wrote that line in a hurry, then can't it be something a little less fruity?" 
"Oh, look, the Fish is here, roll out the carpet and get out the chips!" 

"Sometimes | have to room with Tony. And thats terrible" 


Steve considered him fearless. The new guy, the introvert, the easygoing friend-of-friends who everyone 
wanted to use as a salve, and he wanted to sidle up next to the acid-tongued lancer of the ensemble and just 


sit and listen to snide retort after snide retort. Vicarious strength. Steve could hope for nothing more. 


Now he watched Bill chuck his unfinished cigarette to the ground, throw his hands up into the air, and tramp 
on back inside without a word more than a huff. Steve glanced back at the others, at Jon's tiny fingers still 

lingering with a bit of a tremble on Chris‘ hand, at his lips pouting around his cigarette like he kissed the air 

around it, at the faintest trace of Chris smirking down at him like he'd become that very air when he pulled 
away to stand tall and proud and triumphant before him. Steve whirled around and headed inside. 


"Bill?" he called, stopping short at the sound of his echo. 


Mere feet away, Bill leaned with his back against the wall. He looked over at Steve, one brow disappearing into 


his curls. 


Steve fidgeted. Neither said a word for a long while, and Steve felt the quiet all around him and rocked back 
and forth on his heels just to hear something, anything at all. "Are you alright?" 


"Ugh," Bill replied. "Yes, no, I'll be fine. | just. Need to. Be by myself for a while." 


"Oh." Steve looked down, watching the light follow the rocking weight on his shoes. He moved to turn. "I'll. 'll go, 
then" 


Bill tilted his head back, shielding his face under his hand. "No, you can stay," he sighed. "I. Ugh." 


Steve told him, "Okay." He eased his way toward the wall to position himself just as he had outside, next to 


him, a couple of feet between them, safe and reasonable. Observing distance, like concrete dividers under a zoo 


fence. 


They said nothing. Steve listened to their breathing. A cough from Bill. The scuffing of the fabric of his sleeves 
when he shifted his own weight. For a long time, he didn't even look at Bill, only the floor, imagining what his 
face must really have looked like. 


Watching Jon take the cigarette, ready but caught, willing but eager to follow, excited but vulnerable, promising 
with the quivers of his eyes and his lips and his fingers to take more later. 


Steve's own fingers twitched. He brought himself to look back over at Bill, who stood with his nose toward the 
ceiling and his hands limp at his sides, his eyes resolute and shut, like a statue of some forgotten demigod. 


Steve lifted his hand away from his side, fighting gravity to bring it close to Bill's. 


Before Steve even grazed his fingers, Bill let out a sharp sigh, and Steve's hand plummeted back into place. 
"Why does he have to be so bloody touchy-feely with him? | don't get it.” 


Bill's voice echoed. He seemed to hear himself, the fading reverberations of himself, at least, and he opened his 


eyes only to roll them. He hung his head. Steve did the same. 


Down the hall, the door creaked open. Steve watched the emerging shadow only long enough to determine it 


took Tony's shape, then focused back on Bill 

"You know, um, if there's anything you want to talk about, I'm..You can tell me," he said. 

Bill sighed. He raised his hand and patted Steve's shoulder, as if he himself needed not an ounce of consolation, 
and lifted it away just as quickly. "Thanks," he said. Steve couldn't reply before Bill forced a chuckle from his 
throat and peered over him at Tony. 

"Couldn't stand them either, huh?" he asked. 

Tony rolled his eyes. "It is what it is. Might as well get back to work, if they won't" 

"Really," Bill said. 

Steve stayed still just long enough to let the two of them turn away from him. He placed his hand on his 
shoulder, where Bill, who didn't want touchy-feely, who only wanted the minimum and satisfied himself with it, 


had patted him. He allowed himself a smile. 


Today, Steve thought, he got in good. He got a start. "Let's go," he said. 


